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Summary: Things Mark thought before the Rescue from Mars. Short 400 
word one-shot. Takes place in the Movie World 


Pressure: Stable 
Pressure: Stable 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Hey guys, new writer on the Martian ground here, 
TheHyperWriter, you can call me The Hype. Currently, I am obsessed 
with The Martian repeating it over and over until I memorize the 
whole movie. Glad to be here . <strong> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em>Pressure : Stable. <em>That has been the only voice that he 
has heard since he got stranded on Mars alone since Mission Day **Sol 
19**. He heard that same thing every single Sol. He became alot fond 
of those words. Like he said to the Hermes on Sol 136, _Everyday, I 
go out and look at the vast horizons_. The horizons too, he became 
fond of that too. 

What was he gonna be called back on Earth though? He was still 
thinking on what they could call him. 

Right now, it was a few minutes away from his rescue from Mars. He 
was eating and making a note inside Rover 2. The note that he was 
writing was a note to the next user of that Rover. To take care of 
it . 

And as he was eating his last meal on Mars, he was thinking about how 
NASA, JPL , CNSA and the Ares III astronauts were doing right now. 

They were doing they're very best to bring him home. They said a few 
minutes ago as they were talking on Pathfinder (which is like Mars' 



edition of Facebook Messenger) , that people all over the world are 
cheering him _already _on the streets and at home. And also that 
almost every channel on TV and website on the net has been all about 
him. He's gonna miss talking on Pathfinder. 

He's gonna miss Mars. He's gonna miss the Hab, his Food, Pathfinder, 
the Rover, the horizons... everything. He was gonna miss everything 
that he had worked on every single Sol on Mars. Mars was gonna be the 
biggest thing that happened in his life. 

Yes, he wanted to go home but he loved Mars as his Territory that he 
drove/stepped on. At some points of his Sols on Mars, he would plan 
on not going back home and stay on Mars. But he can't. 

He finished the note and his food. He went out of the rover walked to 
the MAV of the Ares IV. As he walked he did his final reminiscing on 
his time on Mars and making his final steps/footprints on Martian 
soil . 

_Wait...__ he thought as he was walking .. ._Martian .. . That's what I 
shall be called... The Martian. _ 

As he climbed up the ladder, going inside the MAV. He heard the last 
voice he would ever miss on Mars. It spoke to him: Pressure, 

Stable 


End 
f ile . 



